THE  SPANISH  WAR
would go no farther I saw that the signals were in our
favour and that the driver and stoker were still in the
engine cab, so I pulled myself up next to them, and taking
my revolver from my pocket—I was in mufti at the time
—1 shoved it in the small of the driver's back and told
him and the stoker not to say a word unless they wished
to be shot, but to open the regulator and move off as fast
as possible Both men did what they were told The
Red militia saw us going, and at first did not know what
had happened. We were getting up speed every minute
as they ran alongside the tram waving their rifles One
man armed with an automatic climbed on to the foot-
plate, but I kicked him under the ]aw and he fell with a
thud on to the platform. When we got to Calatayud I
asked the driver and stoker if they were willing to drive
on without further threats, and they both said they were
not Reds at heart and were willing to throw in their lot
with us. When I got to Saragossa, I was told that It
would be my task to hold the Guadalajara road, and as
soon as I could get my column together, I came down to
this point where I knew I could hold the road against any-
thing up to ten thousand men."
I went out on several raids and reconnoitring parties
that Major Palacios had organised, but as I saw that he
held all the countryside I felt it necessary to get back
speedily to the centre of things.
With a special pass and plenty of good wishes in the
shape of the Spanish farewell, aVa usted con Dios," I left
and, by the old familiar game of "lorry-jumping," which
everybody learnt during the Great War, I managed to
reach Sona and then got a car back to Burgos. I had
made a point of always travelling light, and had nothing
with me except my typewriter and a small case in which
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